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-ERSECUTION. 

WHILE attentively reviewing the tranfac. 
tions recorded of our race, our minds are va- 
rioully atlected with pleafure and pain, with 
admiration and indifference, with pity and in. 
dination. We are prefented with a view of 
human nature in all its excellencies and in al] 
its imperfections. At one time, we behold man 
ennobling’ and dignifying his nature by culti- 
vating tie mental faculties, calming the tem- 











— 


pelts and felicttating the voyage of lite by 
cherifhing the focial aflections, iull of vigour, 
fp! dou and joy. At another, he is feen grov- 
elit g under the influence ef his paflions, funk 


‘ . } 
PiMjTANce and 


juperftition, or Janguith- 
beneath the we ight of oppreflion. Here 
every fhoot of genius is withered, every {park 
of enterprize extinguilhed, every effort of the 
Imagimation fifled. 

lt isin this ftate of ignorance and devener. 
acy, when the human mind is clouded in the 
miits of prejudice, that we mult look for the or- 
isin of thofe laws and cuftoms, which, tor their 
ablurdiies, merit our indignation ; and which 


’ 


have produced ihe moti terrible tcenes ot her- 


ror, cruel Ys aud detolation ever exibited on the 
theatre of the political world. At different 
periods, atiempts have been made, by the in. 


ition of civil authority, to regulate {pecu- 
How inconfillent a being is 
hen under the influences of fuperflition ! 
How abturd in his aétions ! What could bea 
Freater violation on the province of reafon, 
than an endeavor to control, by extraneous, 
force, ithe incernal operations of the mind? 
Saal that living principle, that vital {park, 


ter pt 
lative Opinion. 


lian, v 


Whica animates the human trame and governs 


CM Se a c set sae 7 
ali its motions ceafe to adt, or change its ideal 


im, at the nod of tyrannic fway ? As well 
iay cefpotic power raile its terrific {ce ptre, and 
lay to the billowy ocean, “ thus far ihalt thou 
fo and no farther,” as to the human mind, 
luis fhall be thy fentiment and no other. The 
body may be enilaved and fubjeéted to the 
command of a tyrant, but the fpirit fill con- 
lines its operations ; {till is free from all re- 
traint, "Phe heht of uuth and reafon may 
be luppretied tor a while, but it cannot be ex- 
th i Its progreis 18 flow, but its force 
urefi{Lip}o 
tbe, ; 
ven inthe eloomy days of papal fuprem- 
f¥, when all Europe was enveloped in that 


“arxnets, wiich overipread thole unnappy ages, 


me ot its gleams could faintly be difcerned by 
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Me tolitary philofophic wanderer. The cloud 
y ra ’ 3 oy ‘ ° “e ‘ ne ee 

cre, at length, difpelled from the political ho- 
! 
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"Zon, and the brighteft lufire upon 


c 

nid, All nations new enjoy in a greater, 

the benign influence of its rays. 
: i y fL oe : “31 

his period, the mo rigid au- 


ait 


it bur{t with 


daincs:or to 
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fcorching 


| for a conformity of opinion in matters of {pec- 
ulation. ‘To fuppofe, that this can be effected, 
while man remains in his frail, imperfect ftate, 

is the height of folly and abfurdity. It is a 
dream, a phantom of the imagination. But 


were thought too vigorous to be ufed, no ter- 
rors too great to be employed, no tortures too 
excruciating to be infli@ed. Science has been 
deprived of its moft diftinguithed votaries, cut 
off by the unrelenting hand of perfecution, in 
the beginning of their career ; religion has 
bewailed the untimely fate of her firmeft fup- 
porters; humanity has been bereaved of its 
brighteft ornaments, 


progrefs through all the mazes and extravagan- 


-ces of heathen idolatry ; but the eye of cu- 


riofity will be fatiated and the tlouteft heart 
recoil at the feenes, which have been acted, long 
fince the era of our holy religion. View the 
wild fanaticiim of thofe unhappy zealots, who 
became converts to the delufions of Mahomet. 
See, them, filled with an infuriate zeal for 
propagating their faith, fpreading, rapid as 
the whelming torrent and terrible as the de- 
ftruétive tornado, equally over the lofty moun- 
tains of Syria and the fertile vales of Egypt, 
over the diverfified regions of Perfia and the 
deferts of Arabia. Converfion, 
tribute, or death, were the only terms offered. 
To fertilize the foil with the flain bodies of un- 
believers, was not fufficient to fatiate their 
thirft of carnage ; but the ineftimable trealures 
of {cience, the colleéted literature of ages, was 
made fuel for the flames, in obedience to the 
command of Omar. But thefe deluded enthufi- 
afts were not alone the fcourge of the human 
race, in ftriving to diffeminate their principles by 
terror and by force, even thofe, who profefled 
themfelves followers of the meek and lowly 
Jefus, who profefled themfelves believers in that 
religion, which is an emanation of Deity him- 
felf, which teacheth charity and forbearance 
and long-fuffering, have {tained their hands 


the banners of perfecution. What intolerant 
zeal ef Mahometan enthufiafm could equal 
that, which marked the chriftians of the 12th 


were exhibited at the period of the reforma- 
tion ? What horrid cruelties of favage barbar- 


Roman Catholic inquifition ? Ata review of 
thefe feenes, which paint, in the moft lively 


eye of fenfibility may drop a tear ; but the in- 
tellizent mind will be cheered with the pleaf- 
ing confideration, that their terrors are gradu 
ally fubfiding, and the happy era may be ex- 
peéted, when fociety shall experience an end 
of their convulfions. ‘The Papal hierarchy, 
that prodigy of human frailty, that feat of in- 





Was unremittinely exerted, which has 


‘2 |, a ee ee ee eS, pee 
‘ce Deen continued, though with le{s viguence, 


iquity, which has fo long triumphed over trea- 


to accomplith this fanciful thing, no means | 








' directors of human _ actions. 


For inftances of the fatal effeéts, which have . 
followed this fpirit of intolerance, we need , 
not revert to remote antiquity, and trace its | 








in the blood of innocence, by enlifling under | 
- delighted with the cries of the mnocent. 


century ? What violent perfecutions of ancient | 


fuperitition could be compared to thofe, which | breaft, fo blinded by grofs fuperftition ? But 


| while condemning the bigotry of a particular 


ity could furpafs the refined tortures of the | 


colours, the depravity of human nature, the | 





' fon, is now humbled with the duft. The fov- 
| ereign pontiff, inftead of beholding kings and 


emperors kneel at his feet, now bows obfequious 
to thenod of a Corfican. His crimes and en- 
ormities have already called down upon his 
devoted head, the wrath of that God, who 
has faid * vengeance is mine, I will repay.” 
JASON. 
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FOR THE LITERARY TABLET. 


PASSION AND PREJUDICE. 


PASSION and Prejudice are the principal 
They are the 
foundation, on which many of our opinions are 
formed, and are always greatly concerned 
in our difcuflion of important fubjeéts. Reafon 
fucceds to regulate the conduét of few, and 
even here is often compelled to yield to fupe- 
ior power, ‘The violent contentions in religion 
and policy, which have caufed man, to glo- 
ry inthe death of his fellow, were not the 
offspring of folid reafoning anda mind dif- 
poled to plead the caufe of humanity.  Na- 
tion has rifen up againit nation,” and a king- 
dom loudly demanded juftice, when none knew 
that offence had been given, or confidered that 
they were glorioufly contending for trifles. 
Inconfiftencies unworthy rational beings, have 
been efteemed facred as truth, and more 
valuable, than life. Crimes of the deep- 
eft die have received the colourings of un- 
common virtue, and real aéts of benevolence 
obtained the reward of iniquity. Among peo- 
ple of different fentiments, beanty is changed 
into deformity and piety into hypocrify. ‘Lhe 
mind influenced by prejudice, or governed by 
paffion, can behold nothing commendable, 
nothing praifeworthy, in perfons, who agree 
not with her in opinion, and walk not accorde 
ing to her ideas of reétitude. ‘The Inquifitor 
calmly views the inhuman torture of the agon- 
izing heretic, and generoufly propofes to re- 
lieve his fufferings, on condition, he will re- 
nounce thofe principles, which are the only af- 
furance of future felicity. He deliberately 
murders his neighbour, and calls it lenity ; 
he revels in the blood of the guiltlefs, and is 
Can 
the mind conceive a man, ever actuated by 
reafon, or guided by its dictates, who appears 
fo callous to the tender feelings of the human 


feét, let us confider how little the conduét of 
mankind, in general, is governed by mature 
reflection. “ The impulfe of the moment” 
will be found to dire& the moft weighty con- 
cerns. A flight difguft excited againit an 
individual, or community, is fuflicient to jul- 
tify the greateft violence, and render all, againit 
whom it is railed, undeferving the lealt confi- 
dence. Commotions in government feldom 
arife from a well-grounded expectation of me- 
liorating the condition of thofe concerned. 
Some unpopular meafure affords an oppor 
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tunity for the ambitious, or celiguing to in- 
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flame the minds of the multitude, to loofen| 


the bands of fociety, and haften the triumph 
of anarchy. ‘The goodnefs of a caufe is not 


THE LITERARY TABLET. 


lead to palt endearment, which, dwelling on 





light in the indulgence of refletions which | 


vor of divine things, than ever before, « Eves 
thing,” fhe faid, “ feemed fweet, Oh,” the 


the virtues, the perfections of the dead, breathe | exclaimed, “ there was fuch a {weetnefs j 
eflimated by its intrinfic merits, but accord-| the pure fpirit of melancholy enthufiafm. fus! My foul ran out in love to a chafter be 
ing to the character, or abilities of its fupport- afk the faithful youth God, and rejoiced in him! He was ip ers 
ers. Hence the abfurdities of a Locke, or} Why the cold ura of her, whom long he loved, that all would praife him! My foul d i - 
Newton, like felf-evident piopofitions, are} So often fills his arms, fo often draws in him. ehights 


fooner aflented to, than demonttrative truths 
from the pen of an unknown writer. Thus 
man, endued with reafon, through prejudice 
is led into the mazes of fuperftition, and taken 
in captivity by paflion, is driven as the waves 
of the ocean. N. 








SELECTIONS. 








TENDER MELANCHOLY. 
FROM Drake’s Lirerary Hours. 


Can mufic’s voice, can beauty’s eye, 
Can painting’s glowing hand fupply 


His lonely footiteps at the filent hour 

To pay the mournful tribute of his tears > 

Oh, he will tell thee that the wealth of worlds 
Should ne’er feduce his bofom to forego 

That facred hour, when, ficaling from the noife 
Of care and envy. {weet remembrance footh, 
With virtue’s kindelt looks, his aching breailt, 
And turas his tears to rapture, 





AKENSIDE. 





SKETCH OF THE CHARACTER AND 
CISES OF MISS A. D. 

“ RELIGION,” fays one of its moft diftin- 
guifhed champioas and ornaments, “ diipenfes 
its choiceft cordials in the feafons of exigence, 
in poverty, in exile, in ficknefs, and in death.” 


EXER- 


Jed with 
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Oh,”’ the added, “ my body was fi] 
ds pain, but my foul was more filled 
with comfort. Compared to one view of fuch 
glories, and the enjoyment of one half hour’s 
communion with God, thefe afflictions are 
not worth mentioning, ought not tobe nam. 
ed; nay, are not worthy to have a thought of 
them pafs through the mind. Oh,” faid fhe 
“entertain high and honorable thoughts of 
God concerning this thing. I now place this 
diilreis amony my choiceit mercies.” Soon 
alter her happy change, fhe faid to a friend . 
‘ How many nights have I kept myfelf awake 
in thinking on, and purfuing the vanities of the 
world ; and itis but jult that I fhould now be 
kept awake, and fmart for it.” 


A charm fo fuited to my mind, When exer. 

As blows this hollow guft of wind, 

As drops this little weeping rill, 

Soft trickling down.the mofs-grown hill, 
While thro’ the welt where finks thecrimfon day 
Meek twilight flowly fails, and waves her ban- 

ners grey? Mason. 


It can not only refine and elevate all earthly en- 
joyments, but fupply their lofs. It can do 
more. It can convert the greateft outward 
calamities into pofitive, fubftantial, everlafting 
bleflings. Nor can any thing be more truly 
honourable to the gofpel and grace ot our »1- 
vINE Repeemer, than the fweet peace and 
cheerfulnefs with which they have infpired thou- 
fands, on whom a thoughtle/s world has look. | 
ed down with pity, mixed with horror. 
Among thefe happy fufferers, few occupy a 
more confpicuous place, than Mifs A. D. a 
young woman recently deceafed. For fever- 
al of the laft years of her life, fhe was con. 
fined by a complication of maladies, to a 
bed of unttterable, and almolt unparalleled 
diftrefs. In thecarly period of her ficknets, 
fhe feemed a ftranger to religion, and its com- 
forts. But between two and three years pre- 
vious to her deceafe, fhe exhibited a remarka- 
ble revolution in her fentiments and feelings. 
Of this happy change, her affliflions were, 
under the divine blefling, the principal inftru- 
ment. Under their preffure, fhe was led into 
very diftin@ and evangelical views of the evil 
of fin, the depravity of her heart, the glory of 
the Redeemer, and the infinite worth of gof- 
pel bleffings. Her heart feemed gradually 
moulded into a temper of {weet fubmiflion to 
the divine will, of humble confidence in the 
divine mercy, and of joyful complacency in 
the perfecticns and government of God. Often, 
in the latter years of life, did fhe expres her 
wonder and aftonifhment at her former infen- 
fibility, at the patience of God in waiting 
thus long upon her, and at the overflowings of 
that condefcenfion and goodnets, which could 


ced with excruciating pan in her lide, fhe 





once faid ; “I have been ininking thar my fide 
was only pierced with pain, but Chrifl’s fide 
with a ipear. My imart cannot benefit others ; 
but by Chrift’s ftripes are Many healed.” She 
added, that though health was fucha great 
bleffing, yet if her’s could be rej 


, 4 
ed, atid fhe 
muit in that caie be as vain and is 


worldly as 
fhe was once, fhe would great'y prefer her 
prefent paintul fituation. On another eccafion, 


TO meliorate the fufferings of unmerited 
calamity, to enable us to bear up againi{t the 
preflure of detraction, and the wreck of ties 
the moft endearing, benevolent Providence 
hath wifely mingled, in the cup of forrow, 
drops of a {weet and foothing nature. If, when 
the burft of paffion dies away ; if, when the 
viclence of grief abates, rectitude of condutt, 
and jult feeling be pofleiled, recollection points 
not the arrow of misfortune, it adds not the 
horrors of guilt ; no, it gives birth to fenfa- 
tions the moft pleafing, fweet, though full 
of forrow, melancholy, yet delightful, which 
foften and which calm the mind, which heal, 
and pour balm into the wounded fpirit. The 
man, whofe efforts have been liberal and in- 
duftrious, deferving, though unfortunate,whom 
poverty and oppreflion, whom calumny and 
ingratitude have brought low, feels, whilit con- 
{cious innocence dilates his breaft, that fecret 
gratulation, that felf-approving and that honeft 
pride which fits him to fuftain the pangs of 
want and of neglect ; he finds, amid the bit- 
tereft misfortunes, that virtue {till can whifper 
peace, can comfort, and can bid the wretched 
imile. Thus even where penury and diltrefs 
put on their fterneft features, and where the 
neceffaries of life are, with difficulty, procured, 
even here are found thofe dear emotions which 
arife from purity of thought and action ; emo- 


fhe remarked, that fhe had experienced more 
enjoyment on her fick bed, than in all the for. 
mer years of her life. On a certain occcafion, 
the faid to a friend, that in the night feafon, 
{he was in an agony of diftrefs, and much wifh. 
ed for half an hour of fleep ; but immediately 
anew thought arofe ; O, how good was God 
to permit her to hie awake, and contemplate on 
his perfections ! O, it was iweeter than fleep. 
At another ume after a night of excruciating 
dilircis, the faid, ** For a few hours my room 
was a little heaven. Oh, it was iweet be- 
ing awake, and receiving pain from fucha 
hand. Oh, how the glory, pewer and good- 
nefs of God thine in this affliction. Oncel 
faw no goodnels in it ; but now, the fharp- 
er the pain, the brighter his goodnefs appears.” 
In another feafon of exquifite fuffering, the 
exprefled herleif thus: “ When one pain is 
gone, I can welcome another. My heavenly 
Father waves his rod over my body, but imiles 
upon my foul.” 

She frequently manifefted a very tender anx- 
iety left any fhould think the lefs honorably of 
God and religion, on account of her fuffer- 
ings. Two of her friends having watched with 
her in a night of remarkable dillrefs, one re- 











tions from whofe influence no mifery can take 
away, from whofe claim to poffeffion no tyrant 
can detraé, which the guilty being deprived 
of, ficken and defpair, and which he who holds 
faft, is comparatively bleft. 

But where the mind has been liberally and 
elegantly cultivated, where much fenfibility 
and ftrength of paffion are prefent, and the 
misfortunes Occurring, turn upon the lofs of 
fome tender and beloved connexion, in this 
cafe, what may be called the luxury of grief is 
more fully and exquifitely difplayed. That 
mild and gentle forrow, which, in the bofom 
of the good, and of the feeling, fucceeds the 
ftrong energies of grief, is of a nature fo footh- 
ing and grateful, fo friendly to the foft emo- 
tions of the foul, that thofe, whofe friendihip, 
or whofe love the hand of fate has fevered, de- 


~ 


pardon and fave one fo unworthy and vile as 
fhe. 
fulnefs under her fufferings (her pain being, 
for years, literally without intermiffion) were 
remarkable indeed. Some, who familiarly 
knew, and often vifited her, have declared, 


nance or lips. Not unfrequently, when every 
nerve of her frame was agitated by extremity 
of pain, and when her bed trembled under- 
neath her, has fhe converfed at length on re- 
ligion, and on the many mercies vouchfated 
her, without once averting to her fufferings. It 





was remarkable that fome of her belt enjoy- 
ments feemed to occur in feafons of this kind. 
She once remarked to a friend, that fora few 
preceding days, ihe had enjoyed a iweeter fa- 


Her patience, ferenity, and even cheer- 


that they never witnet'ed a folitary inflance of 
impatience, manifefted either by her counte- 





marked to the other, that probably ihe had 
fuffered more than martyrdom that night. 
This fhe overheard ; and in afeeble and very 
affecting manner faid, * O do not think hard 
of God on account of my fuilerings. Think 
how great the confolations ure w! ich he al- 
fords me. He might juttly fend all thete at- 
fictions, and none of the confolations. The one 
I deferve, and the other I do not. He is. good, 
He is kind.” 

She often expreffed a lively concern for the 
honour and profperity of religion. She manifelt- 
eda mofi tender pity for the mulutudes around 
her, who lived without its bleflings, and an ar- 
dent defize that they might tafle and fee that 
the Lord is good. Whatever tended to bring 
reproach on the name of Chrif, gave her gr " 
pain. She frequently mourned over the coid- 
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nefs of chriflians, and moh of all, over her 
own. , 

She was remarkable for fpeaking of divine 
things in a manner equally diftant from lewity 
and oltentation, and which fhowed that her 
very heart was penetrated by what fhe uttered. 
Amid her highelt contolations, the feemed 
deeply fenfibie of her unworthinefs. Being 
afked a few weeks before fhe died, how death 
appeared, fhe replied : ‘ [tis a folemn thing to 
glie : L wilh to examine myfelf ; but I cannot 
inake the thought feem terrifying.”? At other 
times, fhe exprefied great defires todie. She 
was once heard thus to expreis herfelf in pray- 
er: “ Why are thy chariot wheels fo long in 
coming ? haiten them in thy time :” ful ad- 
ding, ** not my will, but thine be done.” At 
apother time, fhe told a friend that a few nights 
before, ihe viewed herielf upon the verge of 
eternity, and it was delightfulentering. Being 
aiked, what made it moi delightful, the re- 
plied, ** the glory, and the holinefs—to be freed 
irom a body of fin;” and added, “ Chriit is 
precious.” She once declared, that the night 
preceding, her diftrefs was very fevere; but 
the glory, holineds and juttice of God feemed 
fo clear, that it was iweetly conloling to her 
mind ; and it feemed a favour to be kept awake, 
and contemplate upon his jullice ; and the 
pains, the more faithful his chai 
eared, and the ftronger was the evi- 
* T long,” faid the,. * to 
die ; but feel willing to live and fuffer.”” When 
death actually came on, her diltrefs and weak- 
nefs were fuch that fhe could fay but litle: 
yet that little manifefted her mind to be in 
the fame humble, tranguil, cheerful frame as 
ever ; ull, with fcarce a ftruggle or a groan, 
ihe yielded up her fpirit into the hand of her 
God. 

le writer of the above enjoyed the privi- 
lege of frequently witneffing the piety, the 
fulferiags and contolations cf this highly fa. 
voured young woman. He offers this mmper- 
fedt iketch, in the hope that fo animating a tef. 
Uimony 


1] ener her 1 
ta Ad pw S ais 
aCicr « 


i] ] ce 
dence ot his love. 
¢ 


) the truth and excellence of religion, 
may be inkremental in confirming the faith 
of the Chriftian, and producing fome falutary 
unpreflion on the mind of every reader. 


[ l anoplift. 








MISCELLANEOUS. 





" BURNS. 

Beans isone of the few authors, whom ] 
ami never too weary or too idle toread. Why 
does the Ayrfhire bard always charm? To 
what is it owing, that the oftener I read the 
Cotter’ Saturday Night, the more my kindly, 
entle atle@ions ripen, and refine. Learning 
.e molt certainly wanted; but as Dryden daid 
of “ Nature’s dafling child,” the immortal bard 
ef Avon, Burns needed not the fpectacie of 
books to read nature. He looked inwards and 
he found her there. God had alfo given him 
a foul, which the heavy, reluctant clouds of 
low bird: and narrow fortune could not darken. 


€ 
‘ 
. 
' 
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Cauld blew the bitter-biting north 
Upou thy early humble birth, 

Yet cheerfully thou glentcd forth 
amid the worm, 

Burns is fo diferent from any of his cotem- 
poraries, that if 1 were required to point out a 
poet, Who inany two refpects reiembles him, I 
thould hefitate long, I fear to no pul poic.—— 
Bruce may perhaps be more tender and sen 
cate ; but he moves no laughter; he thrills 
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no horror; his wit is filtered through too much 
learning ; it trickles meagre and ‘rapid. His 
lublimity is always debafed by fome circum- 
itance of meannefs. I do not fay that Bruce 
wants genius : far from it; he does riot want 
it. He is full of genius, His poetry glows 
with the warmelt words, and fparkles with the 
brighteft thoughts of a warm, glowing imagi- 
nation, of a bright, {parkling fancy. 
Compared with Burns, Cowper dwindles—I 
am almoit afraid to {peak my opinion ; the ink 
hardly moves through mv pen ; it turns pale 
and feems to ficken when I fay, that compared 
with Burns, Cowper fhrinks into nothing. The 
Nine may have loved Cowper as well as Burns. 
Indeed, their affection for the former was at farft 
tenderer, perhaps warmer, than for the latter ; 
but fondneis is poorly repaid. Love is forrily 
rewarded with efteem or reipect, Love, unleds 
it kindles love, lathes, and is gone forever.~— 
Fondnefs, unlefs it excite fondnefs, foon dead- 
ens into indifference. What were the awk- 
ward, ceremonious. bows of Cowper, compar- 
ed to the “ feltering, ardent kifles” of Burns ? 
What were a modett, timorous Englifhman’s 
profeilions of regard, compared to the feelings 
of an open, honelt Scotchman, who, in pro- 
teltations of gratitude, fighed his very foul? 


( Authology.) 
——_—_— 


Lhe following beautiful, falemn, and imprefive Hymn, 
exiraded from Carr’s Northern Summer, is 
Jaid to be recited over the dead body of a Ruffian, 
privious to its inbumation. 

* Oh ! what is life ? a bloflom ! a vapour 
or dew of the morning ! Approach and con- 
template the grave. Where now is the grace- 
ful torm ! where is youth ! where the organs 
of fight ! and where the beauty of complexion! 

* What lamentation and wailing, and mourn. 
ing and (truggling, when the foul is feparated 
from the body ! Human life feems altogether 
vanity ! a tranfient thadow ; the /lecp of errer ; 
the unavailing labour of imagined exiflince—\et us 
therefore tiy fiom every corruption of the 
world, that we may inherit the kingdom of 
heaven. 

*“ Thou mother of the fun that never fets ; 
Parent of God, we beicech thee, intercede 
with thy divine offspring, that he who hath 
departed hence, may enjoy repofe with the 
fouls of the jut. Unblemithed Virgin ! may 
he enjoy the eternal inheritance of heaven, in 
the abodes of the righteous.” 





On Self-Examination. 

I HAVE fomewhere read an account of the 
dorine of the Pythagorian fect of Philofopers, 
wherein they aflerted, That the way to grow 
wifer and advance in the path of virtue, was 
to call themfelves to a {trict account every even- 
ing, by three times running over the actions and 
affairs the day paft; and carefully examining 
what their conduét has been ; what duties they 
had performed, cr what neglected what good 
thev had learned, or what evil they had over- 
come the preceding day. | We have no rea. 
fon to doubt, but ihis pra@tice was productive 
of very great advantages to thofe who {crupu- 
loufly adhered to'it : But in this enlightened 
age, we have too much caufe to fear, that it 1s 
1 dogtrine too little practiced, though perhaps 
generally affented to. Bofton Cent. 


TO OUR PATRONS. 


tor wholly refigns the management of the 
work. It will now pafs into other hands, 
be conducted, we truft, with fuperior genius 
and attention, and receive a more liberal and 
extentive patronage. The Editor cheerfully 
employs the prefent occafion to. exprefs his 
gratitude to all, who have contributed to the 
improvement, or fupport of this little Mifcel- 
lany. He acknowledges himfelf greatly in- 
debted to a number of literary friends, whofe 
valuable eflays have frequently adorned the 
columns of the ‘Tablet ; and he hopes their 
endeavors to repel vice, to afford harmlefs 
entertainment, to cherifh a fondnefs for gen- 
eral and claffic literature, and to promote the 
noble caufe of virtue and piety, have not 
proved unfuccefsful. 


N. ORLANDO. 


LAST NOTICE. 
The Editor’s unfettled accompts for the 
3d volume of the Literary Tablet, will, in a 


few wecks, be left with an Attorney for col- 
lection. 


cr The publication of the fourth volume 
of the Literary Tablet, will begin, it is ex- 
pected, on or before the firft of Oct. next. 
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ORIGINAL POETRY. 


TOR THE LITERARY TABLET. 
LINES to a Female Friend. 


MY Rosatinpa, you have truly fhewn 
The narrow path, which Wifdom calls her own; 
Rosevva reads, and cannot but approve 
This pleafant path, which leads to joys above. 
Ah why, my dear, fhall fancy, falfe and gay, 
Paint to our eager hopes a beauteous way, 
Strew’d with delufive pleafure’s painted flow’rs? 
(Fluck’d ere the fun had gain’d his noon-tide 

hours, 
Thefe flow’rs ales! were ftrewn but to allure 
The thoughtlefs youth, and flightly to obfcure 
The fatal thorns, which ever lie conceal’d - 
Jutt from the fight, in pleafure’s painted field. 
Shall empty fafhion, compliment and drefs 
Employ our time, our noble pow’rs poflefs ? 
QO, banifh’d be the thought of fuch mifufe 
Of time and talents, and fuch vile abufe 
Of every pow’r, which Heav’n might deign to 
lend, 
To leflen woes, or happinefs befriend. 
Employ them not, in fuch ignoble ways, 
To mimic fools, O, rather {corn their praife. 
May all our views from nobler aims proceed, 
And every thought be mark’d with virtuous 
deeds. 
May pure benevolence our attions guide, 
Each friendly feeling be to us allied ; 
May each refined fentiment of Worth 
Call genuine rapture and true tranfport forth. 
May Heaven-born Wifdom, with her placid 
mein, 
Inviting afpect, cheerful brow ferene, 
Allure our fouls to her divine embrace ; 
'T’? admire and imitate her matchlefs grace. 
Her beauteous form, may we e’er keep in view, 
Her cautious fteps and narrow path purfue, 
Until her blifsful manfions, we thall gain, — 
Where love and joy with her in concert reign. 
In her fair prefence, be our fix’d abode, 





THIS number completes the third volume 





of the Literary Tablet, and with it, the Edi- | 


Then all terreftrial things fhall be deftroyed. 
suas . ROSELLA. 
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SONNET. 
TO THE MEMORY OFA FRIEND. 


What ftenes of forrow wake the foul to pain, 
What floods of anguith cloud the fick’ning eye! 
O Sons of Pity ! pour the melting ftrain, 
O Sons of Pity ! heave the plaintive figh ! 
For cold is he, the youth of graceful frame, 
Whofe deed of mercy {poke the feeling mind, 
To whofe warm brealt were friend{hip’s hal- 
Jow’d flame, 
The Bard’s wild fancy and his fire aflign’d : 


Say, gentle Spirit ! whither art thou fled, 

To what pale region of the filent dead ? 

Yet why enquire? where fome {weet feafon 
blows, 

Sure Grief fhall fmile, and Friendfhip breathe 
her vows, 

Defpair grow mild, Diftraction ceafe to rave, 

And Love once more fhall clafp the form he 
gave. [Drake's Lit. Hours. 





From the Massachusetts Magazine, 
THE ROSE. 


Go look at yon bud of the morn, 

At noon its full beauties furvey, 

At night you will find but the thorn, 
So beauty and bloom muft decay. 


Though fhe, like this rofe bud difclofe, 
Thofe {weets which the world muft admire, 
Though her beauties expand like the rofe, 
Yet they, like the rofe, muft expire. 


What then fhall engage my fond heart, 
When the rofes and lilies are gone ? 
What then fhall new paflion impart, 
When the loves and the graces are flown ? 


The Virtues the Loves fhall enfue, 
The Graces retire to her mind ; 
Old time what he fpoils fhall renew, 
In the foul and the manners refin’d. 


Though he rifles the charms of her face, 
Though the auburn he plucks from her head, 
Though he fteals from each feature its grace, 
Yet the Virtues he’ll plant in their Read ; 


That Love which frem gratitude flows 

And increafes the longer we live ; 

That contentment which piety knows, 

And that peace which the world cannot give. 


The thefts of old time I’ll not dread, 

Though the charms of her face fhould depart, 
If in fcattering fnow on her head, 

Its influence reach not to her heart. 


If the hand which deftroys every grace, 
Each expreflion of foul has imprefs’d, 

If L read in each line of her face 

The fenfations which throb at her, breaft, 


The rofes and lilies may fade, 

The luftre depart from her eye, 

The Auburn may fall from her head, 
And the loves from her perfon may fly. 





From the Companion. 
0 ! how lovely fmiles the morning, 


When no care the bofom knows ; 
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But alas ! how dark and frowning, 
When the heart is fraught with woes. 


View the wretched mother languith, 
Doom’d from her lov’d home to figh ; 

What can heal her heart’s fad anguilh ? 
What bring gladnefs to her eye ? 


Bounteous Nature’s choiceft treafures 
Cannot one fond joy impart ; 

Nor can all the world’s vain pleafures 
Give {weet folace to her heart. 


Happy they, on whom the morning 
Smiles unclouded by defpair ; 
Pleafure all the fcene adorning, 
Pleafure unalloy’d by care. 
eeitinemnien 
AN EPITAPH.—By Prior. 
“ Stet cuicunque wvolet potens 
“ Aule culmine lubrico,”? Fc. Senec. 
INTERR’D beneath this marble ftone 
Lie fauntering Jack and idle Joan. 
While rolling threefcore years and one 
Did round this globe their courtes run ; 
If human things went ill or well, 
It changing empir¢s role or fell, 
The morning pait, the evening came, 
And found this couple ilill the fame. 


Why then they walk’d and eat again : 
They foundly flept the night away ; 
They did juft nothing all the day : 
And, having bury’d children four, 
Would not take pains to try for more. 
Nor fifier either had nor brother ; 
They feem’d juft tally’d for each other. 
Their morals and economy 
Mott perfectly they made agree : 
Each virtue kept its proper bound, 
Nor trefpafs’d on the other’s ground. 
Nor fame nor cenfure they regarded ; 
They neither punifh’d nor rewarded, 
He car’d not what the footman did ; 
Her maids fhe neither prais’d nor chid 
So every fervant took his courte ; 
And, bad at firft, they all grew worfe. 
Slothful diforder fill’d his ‘table, 
And fluttifh plenty deck’d her table. 
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Their meal was large ; 
They gave the poor the remnent meat, 
Juft when it grew not fit to eat. 
They paid the church and parifh rate, 
And took, but read not, the receipt ; 
For which they claim their Sunday’s due, 
Of {lumbering in an upper pew. 
No man’s defeéts fought they to know ; 
So never made themielves a foe, 
No man’s good deeds did they commend ; 
So never rais’d themfelves a friend. 
Nor cherifh’d they relations poor, 
That might decreafe their prefent fore ; 
Nor barn nor houfe did they repair ; 
That might oblige their future heir. 
They neither added nor confounded ; 
They neither wanted nor abounded : 
Fach Chriftmas they accompts did clear, 
And wound their bottom round the year : 
Nor tear nor {mile did they employ 
At news of public grief or joy ; 
When bells were rung, and bonfires made, 
If afk’d, they ne’er deny’d their aid : 
Their jug was to the ringers carried, 
Whoever either died or married. 
Their billet at the fire was found, 





; Whoever was depos’d or crown’d. 


They walk’d and eat, good folks : what then; 


raler lewaley ¢' sitar 
tremely lively and charatterillic. 


Their beer was itrong ; their wine was port ; 
; their grace was {hort. 
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Nor good, nor bad, nor fools, nor wile 
§ 3 


They would not learn, nor could advife ; 


Without love, hatred, joy, or fear, 
They led—a kind of—as it were : 
Nor with’d, nor car’d, nor laugh’d nor cfied, 
And fo they liv’d, and fo they died. 
REAPING SONG. 
1. 
NOW, when fummer fruits are over, 
Yellow harveit {miles again ; 
Mown the hay and ftack’d the clover, 
Every field is bright with graia. 
II. 
Ply the fickle, merry Reapers, 

Soon as peeps the cheerful morn ; 
Come betimes, and fhame the {fleepers, 
Snoring with their ihutters drawn. 

Lil. 
Hatte, my lads, forget the trouble, 
Join the Reapers’ merry fong, 
While acrots the crackling flubble, 
Moves the loaded cart along. 
IV. 
Then with whiflling, laughing, joking, 
Bear the golden theaves away— 
ile the harveit fupper fmoaking, 
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Shall your honeit toils repay . 
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g by Ifaac, introduced in Mr. 
Sheridan’s 


1 


1 
t a 
opera called the 


Duenna, 1s ex- 

The allu- 

fion to the dell and dimple is delightfully 

arch, and Hfaac’s indifference to the colour, 

though folicitous for the dual number of his 

miltrels’s cyesy, is truly laughable.—P. Folio. 

Give Ifaac the nymph, who no beauty can 
boalt, 

But health and good humour to make her his 
toalt, 

If ftraight I don’t mind, whether flender or fat, 

And fix feet or four, we'll ne’er quarrel for 
that. 

Whate’er her comptexion—I vow I don’t care, 

If brown—lIt is latting—more pleating, if fair, 

And though in her cheeks I no dimples fhould 
lee, 

Let her fmile, and each dell is a dimple to me. 

locks be 


Let her the reddeil that ever were 
feen, 

And her eyes may be of any colour—but 
green ; 


Forin eyes tho’ fo various the luftre and hue, 

I iwear I’ve no choice—only let her have two. 

Lis true 1d difpenfe with a throne an her back, 

And white teeth I own are genteeler than 
black, 

A little round chin too’s a beauty [’ve heard, 

I only defire fhe may’n’t have a beard. 

THE DARI. 

OFT when I look, I may defery, 

little face peep thre ugh that eve; 

Sure that’s the boy, which wifely chofe 

His throne among luch beams as thoie, 

Which, if his quiver chance to tall, 


‘ 


May fei ve for darts to kill w ithal. 

ON A PALE LADY. 
Whence comes it that, in Clara’s face, 
The lily only has a place ?— 
Is it, becaule the abient rofe 
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Is gone to paint her hulband’s noice: 
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